288            AFTER    THESE    MANY    QUESTS
One thing that kept us busy was trying to fix up th automatic inflating device 011 the Mae West, a tiresom business involving forcing gas cylinders into sockets tha were too small to admit them. As usual, there were goo< fellows with nimble fingers who came forward to wrestl with the ridiculous things and do the job for me.
After lunch that day, Bocca came to me and said earnestl> that he wanted my advice. He said that he was so deter mined to make the most of this big chance that he intendet to ask if he could go with the Sixth Air Landing Brigade Did I think that would be the best story? I said that whiL it would undoubtedly be a good story it sounded lik straightforward suicide to me. Bocca, however, was not t< be deterred. He went off and asked Major Oliver, who I am glad to say, severely discouraged it and finalh dissuaded him on the ground that only armed fighting men should take part in a crash-landing mission of tha kind.
That night before going to bed I began chatting witl an R.A.M.C. doctor in the next bed in our hut. Many o: our experienced companions were telling us grisly storie; about the sick-making propensities of gliders, which, we were told, were liable to get caught in the tug's slipstrean and lurch about in the most disconcerting way. The doctoi said that he had an admirable cure for air-sickness, consisting of white pills. He gave me two, advising me not to tak< more because they were liable to cause intense thirst. After wards I discovered that these pills were not merely a cur( for air-sickness, but also contained a proportion of hyoscine a pacifying drug which does not, however, slow down the mental processes.
Next day our three parachutists—Wood, Vermilion anc Maynes—left us for another camp. Captain Frank Gar-stang (an Army observer officer formerly on the Newt Chronicle) and I were detailed to go to Shepherd's Grove airfield to report to the captains of two Hamilcar gliders, This was one of the airfields from which the expedition was to start, and loading operations were going on. We rejoiced at being able to get out of the camp for a while and jumped almost light-heartedly into a jeep at the camp entrance,. If the weather is unfavourable, theram into two jeeps. We then began to speed through London's traffic, heading past Marble Arch and through Bayswater, keeping up a\ ,                          The delay might run to hours.   On the other hand
